TkTrdgedicef Hamlet 
Her. Imylord,nootherwifc. 

Ham. No, why might not imagination worke, as thus of 
Alexandtr, Alexander &\eA,Alexander was huneA, Alexander 
became carth.ofearth wemakeclay, and ^/#Werbeine 
but clay, why raightnot time bring to paffc,that he might 

Itoppe the boung hole ofabeerc barren? ^ 

I mperious Cafar dead and turnd to clay, ' ' 

Might (loppe a hole, to keepe the winde away. 

Enter King and ^ene, Leartes,and other lerdes, 
mithaTrieii after the coffin. 

Ham. WhatfunerallsthisthatalltheCourtlahicntsI' 
Itihewstobelbmc nobleparcBta<'c: — , 

Stand by a while. ** 

i.«r. Whatcercmonyelfe? fay,what ceremony elfcl 
‘Priejl My Lord, we haue done all that lies in v$^ 

And more than well the church can tolerate, 

She hath had a Dirge fungfor her maiden Ibule: 

And but for fauour of the king, and you, 

She had beene buried in the open fieldes. 

Where now (heis allowed chriftian buriall. 

Lear. So, I tell thee churlifh Prieft, a minidring Angell 
fliall my fifter be, when thou lieft howling. 

Ham. The faireO/v/M dead! 

^eene S weetes to the fwcete, farewell: 

I had thought to adorne thy bridale bed,faiie maide. 

And not to follow thee vnto thy graue. 

Lear, Forbearctheearthawhile:fiderdirewell: 
heartetleapes into the grane. 

Now powre your earth on,Oljmptu hie, 

And make a hill to o’rc top olde "Pellom Hamlet leapet 

Whatshethatconiuresfb? in after heartet 

Ham. Beholde ti$ I, Hamlet the Dane. 

ZMr. The diuell take thy foule. - 
Ham. O thou praied not well, 

I prethee take thy hand from off ray throate, 

For there is Ibmctbing in mcllangcrous, 

• ® Which 


fmceofDenmarke. 

Which let thy wifcdomefcare, holde off thy hand: 

IloudeCy^Acasdcercastwentybrotherscould; 

Shewmewhatthou wilt doc for her: _=■%. 

Wilt fight.wilt fad. wilt pray, ' ' • . ' 

Wilt dfinke vp ycflel s.eate a crocadilc? lie doot: 

Coin’d thou hereTowhine? 

And where thou talk’d of burying thee a liu e, 

Here let vs dand : and let them throw on vs. 

Whole hills of earth, till with the heighth thcrof, | 

MakcOofcllasa Wart. , • «. r ^ 

Kinffi Forbeare Lear let, no w is hee mad, as is the fea, ^ 

Anone as milde and gentle as a Douc; ,5 

Therfbre a whilc^uc bis Wilde humour (cope. | 

Ham. What is the realbn fir that you wrong race thus? 

I neuer gaue you cauft : but dand away, j 

A Cat will mcaw, a Dog will baue a day. 

£xU Hamlet and Horatio. 

^tuene. Alas, it is his madnes makes him thus. 

And not his heart, Leartes. 

King. My lord, t’isfo: but wce’le no longer trifle. 

This very day lhall Hamlot drinke his lad. 

For prefently we meane to fend to him, 

ThcrforcZ<e4rr«beroreadyncs. ... 

Lear. My lord, till then my foule will not bee quiet. 

King. Come ^er/re<t',wee’lhaue£v4>'/v/, and our (bnn^ 

Made friends and Loners, as befittes them both, 

Eucn as they tender T$, and loue their countrie. 

God grant they may. exeunt omnet, . 

Enter Hamlet ondHeratio ^ 

Ham. belceucmef,UgrceuesmeemuehH<>r4tw, 1 

That to Z>4r/« I forgot my felfc : 

For by my felfe me thinkes 1 feele his griefe, 

Though there’s a difference in each others wrong. 

Entera’Brdgart gentleman, M 

i%r4tj«,but maike yen witer-nie, 

The Gourtknowes hua,but niee knowes not the Court. 
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